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PEEFACE. 



Great poets haye no need to write prefaces to their 
books ; but it seems to me that the little singers, *' the 
childish voices," as one calls them, who can only 
" utter tiny truths in tender syllables," ought to tell 
the reason why they ask the world to turn aside and 
listen to them. 

I publish a second time, chiefly because many 
friends who read my first attempt haye assured me 
that they would like to hear from me again. I have 
faith in their professions ; and if I should again succeed 
in pleasing them, it will be a great happiness to me. 

If I should gain a yet larger audience than these, 
especially among my own class, the busy workers, if 
any among them shall get pleasure or profit from my 
rhymes, I shall still further rejoice. 

Mayy 1868. 
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There is a strong infusion of religious sentiment, but of the cheeriest 
kind ; and without accepting her as a great poet sprung from the 
working daases, we are doing her but the merest justice in designating 
her as a graceful, thoughtful writer, who ennobles her obscure position 
by talents of no ordinary kind. — Weekly Dispatch, 

Her lines sparkle with the genuine dew of Parnassus. It would not 
be difficult to cull from her little volume phrases and lines which in 
any court of pontic inquisition >¥Ould make her free of the sacred 
mount. All its themes are simple, homely, and unambitious, but full 
of a " light that never was on sea or land." — Patriot. 

We are as unfeignedly surprised at the variety and richness of the 
intellectual materials of these poems as we are delighted with their 
cheerful, loving, trustful spirit. The choiceness of expression is re- 
markable. The melody of the verse is always free and pleasant, and 
is sometimes very perfect. We have a few poetesses crowned among 
the poets of all time ; but few women not of that crowned group have 
written simple and unambitious vei'se more worthy of admiration 
than this. — Nonconformist, - 

In the " Lays " there is evidence not only of great refinement, but 
of the power of art and coatiuuity of thought and expresssion. — 
Ayrshire Express, 

It has rarely been our fortune to Ml upon a little volume so full 
of genuine gems of poesy, so free fi*om those blemishe? fjom which 
mortals, even when the gods have made them poetical, are not exempt, 
and so uniformly presided over by good taste both iu conception and 
execution. — 2'he Mnwick Mercury, 
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2 EDITH MAY, 

It was Edith May, the orphan, whom her grandsire's 
love had cherished 
From her babyhood, through childhood, with an 
ahnost mother's care, 
Anxious most that she should never miss the parents 
who had perished — 
Perished while the young joys crowned them in their 
mom of life so fiEkir. 

She had wandered from her dwelling, as in sooth she 
loved to wander. 
From the dusty town's dull precincts to the iair out- 
lying meads. 
Where she sat, as oft her wont was, by the purling 
stream's meander, 
Where it wound itseK so softly in and out among its 
reeds. 

Had you seen her you had loved her ; oh I I would my 
tongue could utter 
Words to tell her fresh young beauty as she sat the 
stream beside. 
Her bosom lightly heaving with its own sweet thoughts 
aflutter. 
Girdled with the golden glory of that radiant sum- 
mer-tide. 
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EDITH MAY, 3 

Long she sat, absorbed and stirless, as if held there by 
some glamour 
Which she did not care to break from, 'twas so very 
sweet to be 
Circled by the sunny silence, far away from all the 
clamour 
Of the great world in the distance moving ever 
noisily. 

And think not she was lonely. ; she had bright com- 
panions round her, 
In the flowers, and in the mosses, in the breezes, and 

» 

the beam. 
Most of all in that sweet streamlet, whose unceasing 
flow enwound her 
With a vague and mystic pleasure such as comes in 
happy dream. 

And you will not blame her harshly if a gentle self- 
complacence 
Stirred her breast to fond illusion that they loved 
her in return ; 
That the languid lilies leaned to her in lovingest 
obeisance — 
That the blackbird piped his richest lay in hope her 
praise to earn. 



4 EDITH MAY. 

For the child had yivid fjEmcies, which endowed all 
things about her 
With a happy, conscious being, loving, tender, like 
her own ; 
Which linked into one harmony the inner with the 
outer, 
Like a blending of sweet voices where is no dis- 
cordant tone. 

And the childlike smUe of morning, and the noon- 
tide's flood of splendour, 
With the dear pathetic twilight and the solemn 
starlit hour ; 
The heart-gush of each songful bird in music wild or 
tender. 
And the flow of summer-fountain, and the grace of 
springing flower ; 

Ever spake to her young spirit as with sweet and 
solemn voices, 
Ever won a prompt replying, ever woke an answer- 
ing glow. 
Touched a dieeper chord within her than the bright ^ 
world's merry noises, 
Stirred the inner spring of gladness whence the 
charmed waters flow. 



EDITH MAY. 5 

Nought to her was void or yoiceless ; in the soft aerial 
spaces 
Was no blank of shining distance, but a mystic, 
peopled realm, 
All astir with viewless pinions, beautiful with angel- 
faces. 
Stooping down from heaven to shield her from the 
ills that might o'erwhelm. 

It was something more than fancy, it was faith, the 
faith of childhood. 
Grasping with the spirit's instinct things beyond the 
mind and sense ; 
Holding things unseen as firmly as the blossoms of the 
wild wood 
Unto sight and touch appealing with most real 
eloquence. 

Faith of childhood, trustful clinging, loving grasp of 
things divinest. 
How I would thy light might lead me as in early 
days it led. 
When I laid me down at even in the calm which thou 
enshrinest, 
Never doubting that the angels watched about my 
pillowed head. 



t5 EDITH MA F. 

Years, je steal as ye are passing, not the cheek's fedr 
freshness merely. 
Nor the young eye's dewy lustre, bnt with pitiless, 
cold breath, 
Te do cloud the inner vision, dim the light which shone 
so clearly. 
Blighting thus the precious blossoms of our fervour 
and our &ith. 

But my Edith, silent sitting, with the summer light 
upon thee, 
Tasting all the bliss of being, blest, and little caring 
why; 
All too happy with thy present much to care what lies 
beyond thee, 
Looking out on life aud nature with a clear, un- 
troubled eye. 

I am thinking of thy future, of the scenes that may 
await thee 
In the land whose paths thou'rt nearing with such 
light unheeding feet ; 
Art thou strong for all its changes — for the joys that 
may elate thee, 
For the days of weary sameness, or the sorrows thou 
wilt meet ? 
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What, turning thy back on morning land I 

Losing thy childhood, Edith May, 
Straining thine eyes for another strand, 

Eager to meet its nearing day. 
What are thy dreams of it, Edith May ? 
A garden-land of bower and bloom. 

Meet for the tread of the gay and free. 
With voices of music and air of perfume, 

And rosy fruits to be plucked by thee ? 
Alas for thy dreaming, Edith May ! 

What wat thou find it, Edith May ? 
A scene of conflict fierce and free, 
Where none but the coward can neutral be 

Art thou ready to join in the close affray ? 



THE BORDER LAND. 

A school of discipline solemn and stem, 
Where sorrow, sad teacher, with eye severe. 
And rigid brow, and rod of fear, 

Giveth bitter lessons and rules to learn. 
A tangled forest with wild pathways, 
Crost and perplex'd in a dreary maze, 

With horrid pits for miwary feet, 
With mnch of gloom and little of gleam, 
Save in marshy spots where the false lamps beam, 

With wounding brambles thy limbs to beat. 

What, drooping thy bright head, Edith May I 
With the golden gleam on its glossy curls ; 
What, tears in thy sweet eyes, jewel of girls, 
And shrinking in heart from the weary way ? 
Dost quail at thought of the battle strife. 
Art fearing to enter that school of life ? 
My gentle of heart, 0, cheer thee, cheer, 
The true and the good have little to fear ; 
And looking on thee as I see thee now. 
With that trath-lit eye and that guileless brow, 
And knowing so well how thy life hath been 
Guarded and fenced from approach of sin ; 
And with what care hath thy inner thought 
Bjr holieat lessons been trained and taught. 



THE BORDER LAND, 9 

I bid avaunt to my foolish fears, 

Nor cherish a doubt for the coming years. 

Over the borders bear with thee 

That grace^of thy childhood — purity, 

With the precious flowers that adorned thy youth, 

Faith, love, reverence, perfect truth ; 

Graces that budded in childhood's day, 

With the dew of the dawn on their tender leaves, 
May they expand in the warmer ray 

Into glorious flowers and golden sheaves. 
The fairy-land of thy dreams may fade. 

As a mist-wreath melts in the morning sun. 
Its blossoms may drop at thy feet decayed, 

Ere any fruit from its bowers be won. 
But nursed and freshened by heaven's own air. 

These shall grow fairer as years roll by ; 
They shall garland thy life with their blossoms rare, 

And ripen to fruit 'neath a happier sky. 
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As the magic of the sun-smile when it falls upon the 

rose, 
Moveth it to full unfolding till its heart of crimson 

shows, 

Till its hidden founts of fragrance gush upon the 
fainting day, 

And the flower upon its lover lavishes its life away. 

So upon the youthful maiden falls the magic smile of 

love, 
So her nature opens flower-like to the beams so quick 

to move ; 
So she lets the golden fervours steal into her secret 

soul, 
So she giveth back her being without measure or 

control. 



WOMANHOOD. 11 

As the touch of master-miiiBtrel on the chords of harp 
or lute. 

Wakens tones whose perfect music else had lain for 
ever mute ; 

So young love, a mightier minstrel, sweeps the life- 
harp's secret string, 

And harmonies diyinest flow at that sweet summon- 
ing. 

So to Edith May, the orphan, in her young life's happy 

day, 
Came the light which makes all glorious with its fair 

mysterious ray ; 
And with guileless heart undoubting did she hail the 

rosy beam, 
Which should colour all the current of her life's yet 

limpid stream. 

In the cottage of her grandsire, where her early days 

had flown. 
Lithe and strong, and fair and graceful, like a lily she 

had grown ; 
0, so fondly loved and guarded, though of late 'twas 

hers to learn 
She must give where she had taken, and be guardian 

in return. 



12 WOMANHOOD, 

For the old man's strength was failing, and she marked 
it day by day, 

Marked the dear brow's deathly pallor and the fond 
eye's fading ray ; 

Met the frequent wistful glances with such deep affec- 
tion fraught, 

Through which spake the heart's true fondness with its 
anxious, troubled thought. 

■ 

With loving care she nursed him as a mother tends 

her child, 
Hid her own grief in her bosom, and to cheer her 

patient, smiled ; 
With his dying lips he blessed her, breathed for her 

his latest prayer. 
Then was gone to face the brightness which no mortal 

eye can bear. 

They were dreary days that followed, for she missed 

the old man sore, 
'Twas a blankness all about her, and an untried world 

before ; 
He who should have cheered her, banished by his 

father's stem decree. 
Banished for the sin of loving one so lowly-bom as 

she. 



WOMANHOOD. 13 

Droop not Edith, as the patriot, though an exile, ever 

tnms 
To the land of home and childhood, o'er which all his 

spirit yearns. 
So thy love to thee is faithful in his inmost heart and 

thought, 
Even now the sparkling billows to the shore his ship 

have brought. 

« 

At her side a low voice pleaded, " I have come from 

o'er the sea, 
I have worked and hoped and suffered, I have waited 

long for thee ; 
Give me now the right to shield thee from the world's 

imkind annoy, 
Let me bear thy bosom's sorrows and be partner in thy 

joy. 

'' In a land across the ocean I have made my dove a 

nest, 
By a broad rejoicing river, in a valley of the west ; 
Nature smiles in beauty round it, peace and plenty 

make it fair, 
But it never can be home, my love, till thou art with 

me there. 



M WOMANHOOD 

" Come love, let us haste 
0*er the blue seas away, 

I am free, and thou loy*st me, 
Then wherefore delay ? 

" I have lived down resistance, 

Unjustly begun, 
A fair home and freedom 

Unaided I've won. 

• 

" Unaided ? Not so, love, 
I conquered through thee, 

Through faith in thy truth, love, 
Thy fondness for me. 

*' And now as a true knight. 
My guerdon I name, 

Thy heart long was mine, love. 
Thy hand now I claim. 

" One walk to the church, love, 
By morning light sweet, 

One hour 'mong the green graves 
That lie round its feet. 

" One kind word of parting 
To friends dear and few. 

Then away o'er the bright waves, 
My own love so true." 
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Thet told me I should gaze on thee, O sea I 

And realize my childhood's fondest dreams ; 

That ere the sunny gleams 
Of this fair summer faded, I should be 

Straying in idlesse on thy golden shore, 
Hearkening thy wild waves' varied minstrelsy. 

And laying up a store 
Of thoughts and fancies for the after time. 
Bom of thy glittering waves and many-voiced chime. 

I longed, yet feared, upon thy face to gaze. 
Lest it might dissipate the glorious dream 

My young imaginings were wont to raise — 
Lest any golden gleam 



16 A FIRST SIGHT OF THE SEA, 

Should drop from the fair picture which had hung 

In my soul's chamber all the years gone by ; 
Lest any fsdr light, flung 
O'er thee by fjoncy, should grow sadly dim 
In the cold, common daylight ; or the hymn 

Sung by the restless waves so gloriously, 
In fieuitasy's rapt ear should lack the wild — 
The varied tones that thrilled me when a child. 



I saw thee sleeping on a mountain shore. 

Within a sanded bay ; the gentlest thing, 
So like my early dream, 
That I could scarcely deem 
I had not looked upon thy face before, 

Nor heard the low voice of thy slumbering. 
The tiny ski£& with stirless sails outspread, 

Brooded like white-winged sea-birds o'er thy 
breast ; 

And on thee, as to glorify thy rest, 
A fair blue sky its sunny brightness shed. 
O, thou wast beautiful in gentleness. 

Thou mild, reposing ocean, and on me 
Calm thoughts and quiet moods thou didst impress, 

With yearnings towards the infinite, to be. 



A F1B8T SIGHT OF THE SEA, 17 

It was a joj to sit upon thj strand, 

Among the tide-washed pebbles, and to lean 
My spirit forward to a shore nnseen ; 

Or with a friendly band, 

To hold sweet intercourse in voice whose tone 

Blent with the slomberons murmurs of thy own. 

But oh the wonder of thy wild upwaking, 

The marvel of the change, when from their caves 
Came the free breezes sweeping o'er thee, breaking 

Thy waters in innumerable waves. 
I own thee now more glorious than my dream. 

In the tumultuous joy that heaves thy breast — 

The might that revels in thy wild unrest. 
The changing hues that o'er thy surface stream. 

The multitudinous billows, how they come, 
With eager haste to pour. 

From crystal goblets brimmed with snowy foam, 
Their glad libations on the constant shore. 

'Tis wilder joy to sit beside thee now 
Amid the merry tumult which the wave 

Makes on the stranded shingle, with one's brow 
Dashed by the sea-spray (oh for strength to brave 

Thus fearlessly life's rougher seas^ and bear, 

With such a soul, the fiercer waves of care I). 



18 A FIRST SIGHT OF THE SEA. 

Father, I thank thee that thy face hath smiled 
ThuB lovingly upon thy wayward child ; 
That not alone my need thou hast supplied, 
Out of thine opulence, nor aught denied 
Of common earthly blessing, but hast given 
This all surpassing joy, beneath thy heaven 
The one thing longest pined for ; it will shed 
A brightness o'er the path my feet may tread 
In the veiled future, and for ever be 
A theme for thought, a joy to memory. 



goian t|^« M^t 
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Bbight hour of beauty stay, 

Thy hasty flight delay, 
Fold, fold thy fluttering wings, and go not yet ; 

This lovely river shore 

Fain would I linger o'er, 
Fain learn its face so well that I may ne'er forget. 

Bright earth that joumeyest 

On to the solemn west, 
Check for a while thy too impatient flight ; 

Embalm for me this scene. 

The rippling wave, the sheen. 
My own heart's glow, its exquisite delight. 



20 DOWN THE WYE. 

Thou fair, romantic Wye, 

Well in the days gone by 
I knew thee famed in song and legend old ; 

But song or spoken word. 

Nor all IVe read or heard, 
A tithe of thy sweet loveliness has told. 

These sloping banks, how fair. 

With shrub and wild bloom rare. 
These windings, how they multiply each charm ; 

Here sudden bend doth make 

A wood-engirdled lake. 
With green isles nestling in its bosom warm. 

Each curve some charm conceals, 
Each curve new charm reveals, 

Eow gently, boatmen, down the enchanted tide ; 
See Tintem's once-fEimed pile, 
Though now a ruin, smile. 

In Nature's tenderest green on every side. 

Dear Nature, with what grace 
She veils that time-scarred &ce I 
How lavishly her verdant wreaths are cast ; 
How daintily she spreads 
Her darling moss, and weds 
TJw living pxeBeni to the buried past! 



DOWN THE WYE. 21 

Ah ! wherefore do we so 

Delight in beauty's glow ? 
Why ever towards the lovely tarns our thought ? 

Prophetic yearnings sweet 

Ye must fulfilment meet ; 
God hath not put ye in our souls for nought. 



^gnes. 



LiTTLK dainty Agnes 
Asks a birthday rhyme, 

And she must not vainly 
Ask at any time. 

Yet methinks 'twere meeter 
That the rose should seek 

Hues of richer crimson 
For her faded cheek. 

Meeter that the violet 
Sighed for sweeter balm, 

Or the white-browed lily 
Asked an added charm. 



AGNUS, 23 



Bright and liappy darling, 

Little need is thine 
Of a garland woven 

By such hand as mine. 

Morning land of childhood, 
O, 'tis fair, 'tis fair ! 

Flowers of rarest beauty 
Shed their sweetness there. 

Vales of velvet verdure. 
Bowers of brightest green, 

And above them shining, 
Skies of sunniest sheen. 

Little winsome Agnes, 
Thine this realm so fair. 

Thine its best and brightest 
Graceful dweller there. 

Dewy morn of childhood. 

O, it fades too soon ; 
All too fleetly changes 

Morning light to noon. 



24 AQNE8, 

Noon may have it Bplendoors, 
Eicb may be its dower, 

But it lacks the sparkle 
Of the morning flower. 

Little household treasure, 
Petted, yet unspoiled, 

God*s good angels guard theO; 
Lily all unsoiled. 

May thy coming future 
Like thy present be, 

Eich in truth and sweetness, 
Grace and purity. 

God himself be near thee 
Through the changeful way, 

Loved and loving Father, 
As in early day. 
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You are gone, our darling Agnes, to your new home fax 

away, 
So I cannot have the greeting I should have from yon 

to-day ; 
I am sad without it, dearest, though so many friends are 

near, 
With their kindest hopes and wishdis for another happy 

year. 

It's so strange that you were with us but so short a 

time ago. 
And that now you may be dwelling farther off than we 

can know; 
Can it be some dream of darkness, which at morning 

will have flown. 
Shall we wake and find you with us, still our beautiful, 

our own? 



26 THE DEAD SISTER, 

O, too true, we wake each moming with a flense of loss 

and pain, 
Tbei-e's a vacant place at table that can ne'er be filled 

•gun; 
There's a blankness and a strangeness all about our once 

bright home, 
There's a sense of something wanting when we rest or 

when we roam. 

Ah, we never more shall coax jou to our merrj games 

of play, 
Which you did not love as we do, for your thoughts 

seemecl &r away ; 
Did you know that you should leave us when you looked 

so still and wise, 
As you sat apart in quiet, with such grave thoughts in 

your eyes? 

Darling Agnes, sainted Agnes, you have left our home 

of love, 
For the great Grood Shepherd called you to his blessed 

fold above ; 
He will love you as we could not, He will guard you, 

oh so well, 
In the land whose glorious beauty passeth earthly 
tongues to tell. 



THE DEAD SISTER. 27 

Can that bright place be so distant as our wandering 

fancies deem? 
Perhaps, sweet sister, at this moment you are nearer than 

we dream ; • 
Here at midnight, and, ere dawning, with the bright 

ones in the skies. 
Who shall tell how far it may be, who shall say how 

near it lies? 

We shall miss you much, onr sister, but we must not 

seem too sad. 
For the sake of father, mother, we must keep our 

spirits glad ; 
And we know we have not lost you, though we're 

parted now in pain, 
For the same good Father loves us, and will make us 

one again. 



S^ilian* 



Dear little Lilian, long has she lain, 
Worn with sad suffering, weary with pain ; 
Fair as a flower by the sunbeams beloved, 
Pale as a flower from the sunbeams removed* 

Once with the rest she was merry and gay, 
Singing as birds do when oometh the May ; 
In musical noises of laughter and shout. 
The joy of her nature for ever gushed out. 

Ah, sad time for us, when with stealthy approach, 
Came disease, and left on her the taint of his touch ; 
Then hushed was the laughter and innocent play, 
And the light and the sparkle all faded away. 

And sad time for her, all the long summer bright. 
She lay like a sweet blossom touched by the blight ; 
Nor vigour nor joy from the blessed air drew, . 
But asBummer days faded more feeble still grew. 



LILIAN, 29 

Now winter is here, and the snn-smile is faint, 
No wood-music heard save the rohin's lone plaint ; 
Or 'mong the bare tree-bonghs the storm-wind^s wild 

din, 
And all things seem cheerless without and within. 

All cheerless, I said, yet I meant it not so, 
By our hearth a smile sweeter than sunlight doth glow, 
Where that dear little form on her couch lying still, 
Conquers pain by sweet patience, and smiles on us 
still. 

" My darling," said one, *' how is this that you bear 

So meekly and gently such burden of care T 

She liffced her blue eyes to his as she lay. 

And in tone half surprised, meekly answered, <* I pray.'* 

" And what do you pray for, dear Lily?" he said ; 
Ah quickly the sweet voice its glad answer made, 
" I pray, sir, for patience." He asked for no more, 
But away in his heart the sweet lesson he bore. 

We marvelled no more that she did not complain 
When her frail form lay racked with the terrible pain ; 
For the source was revealed whence her young spirit 

drew 
Its strength and its joy in supplies ever new. 



TO M. E. K., ON HER ELEVENTH BIRTHDAY. 



By a new and welcome softness 

In the all-embracing air, 
By that yivid blue outbreaking 

From the pearly clouds so fair ; 
Though afar from field and meadow, 

In the close dull town at home, 
Yet I know by these same tokens 

That the April days are come. 

By the sweet, uncertain weather. 

Lighting now with smiles the day, 
And anon, ere you have gladdened. 

Folding all in sober gray ; 
By a sense of life and motion, 

By a ceaseless stir and hum ; 
0, I know by thousand tokens, 

That the April days are come. 
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And my fancy wanders gladly 

Forth afar where wild things grow, 
Where the oak and birch are greening, 

And the merry brooklets flow. 
And I see the cottage children 

Out upon the sunny lea, 
Tossing balls of fragrant cowslips 

With a merry careless glee. 

Primroses in golden clusters 

Star the banks beside the road. 
And in moist, cool, shady places, 

Finds the violet an abode. 
Now I see the merry wood-glades 

Throwing off their winter gloom. 
Sprinkled white, as after snow-fiEJl, 

With the wind-flower's fragile bloom. 

Now I hear the ceaseless chatter 

Of each busy, building bird. 
As with joys, and cares, and hopings, 

Is each little bosom stirred. 
April, hail I thou month of promise. 

Of thy changeful hours are bom, 
Summer with the rosy garland, 

Autumn with her golden corn. 



32 APRIL DATS. 

April, hail I I bid thee welcome 

Fop another reason yet — 
That thou bringest round the birthday 

Of my sweet friend Margaret. 
And my fancy deemeth fondly, 

She is much, sweet month, like thee ; 
Giving fairest hope and promise 

For the days and years to be. 

Darling child, may best of blessings 

On her gentle head descend ; 
Earthly joy and heavenly riches 

Through her life their treasures blend. 
May the coming time's revealing 

Be a harvest rich and rare, 
Bright and beautiful fulfilment 

Of the promise now so fair. 



Cfe^je ^ing ^uilstxtx. 



It was in the misty dawning 
Of a lovely August morning, 
That her lowly pillow scorning, with a burst of 
childish glee. 
Saying prayers her mother taught her, 
In their cottage by the water, 
Eose the thatcher's bright-eyed daughter, little rosy 
Maggie Lee. 

Outward o'er the daisied meadow, 
Lying yet in dewy shadow. 
By the calmly-flowing Eddow, tripped she on with 
blithesome feet ; 
Now she paused to list the ringing 
Of the blackbird's early singing. 
Then in sudden gladness springing, ran with footsteps 
free and fleet. 



34 THE LING GATHERER. 

Beached she now the corn-field golden, • 
Just as sonrise, nnbeholden 
By the crowds in slumber folden, turned the morning 
mist to flame. 
Then across the waste land broomy, 
Where, 'neath woodland-shadow gloomy, 
Ban a lane with wild banks bloomy, to her daily work 
she came. 



Here she worked from mom to gloaming. 

Seldom resting, never roaming. 
Busy, happy little toiler all among the purple ling ; 

Here she gathered sylvan treasure, 

Not for pastime, not for pleasure, 
But her needed little portion to the household store to 
bring. 

It was mine at eve to wander 

By the Eddow's soft meander, 
Over many things to ponder after day of wonted toil ; 

From the sunset's solemn burning 

Gentle peace and gladness earning, 
When I met the child returning with her load of 
fijlvan spoil. 



f 
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Here, as eye was slow descending, 
And the night and day were blending, 
To my questions she made answer, and her simple 
story told ; 
How, when out-door work was over, 
And was fled each summer rover. 
And the cattle sought a cover, and the shortening days 
grew cold — 

She, her sisters, and her brother. 
Having long since lost their mother. 
Sat at evenings by the firelight, in a merry, merry 
ring; 
And while tale and jest abounded, 
And the answering laugh resounded, 
How their skilfal labour fashioned into brooms the 
gathered ling. 

Happy, blooming, little peasant, 

To whom health makes labour pleasant, 

Hasten homeward ere the darkness settle down upon 

the lea ; 

Here thy sisters come to meet thee, 

And thy father waits to greet thee. 

Hasten homeward with thy burden, like the nectar- 
laden bee. 



Cj^t S^nmmn S^tK. 



When summer days were longest, 

And Nature's &ce most fair, 
We sought for health and pleasure 

Afiar from daily care. 
We turned our backs on labour, 

Our hands and brains were free ; 
We went to dwell with Leisure 

Beside the Summer Sea. 
O, the golden Leisure, 

The precious, prized Leisure, 
The cheery, welcome Leisure, 

Beside the Summer Sea. 

'Twas pleasant, sitting, strolling, 
Upon the sun-warmed sand. 

With faces all turned seaward, 
And losing thought of land ; 



THE SUMMER SEA, 37 

To rest or roam at pleasure 

In perfect liberty, 
How sweet to dwell with Leisure 

Beside the Summer Sea. 
O, the blessed Leisure, 

The needed, God-sent Leisure, 
The brief, but glorious Leisure, 

Beside the Summer Sea. 



% '$UXbtBt BOUQ. 
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A SONG for the plenteons harvest, 

For the golden, garnered grain, 
For Autumn the open-handed, 

Who poureth her gifts like rain. 
The breath of Spring is dainty. 

And the Summer's smile is bright. 
And there is a joy that tires not 

In the Winter s fireside light. 
But of all earth's pleasant seasons, 

The richest in every clime 
Is that which is shedding around us 

The joy of the harvest time. 
Then sing for the plenteous harvest. 

For the golden, garnered grain. 
For Autumn the open-handed, 

Who showereth her gifts like rain. 
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The Spring is a tender nursling, 

Smiling through glistening tears, 
And most of all we love her 

For the promise her beauty bears. 
And Summer's a winsome maiden, 

Lavish of many a charm, 
Touching all hearts with her beauty. 

As she kisseth all brows with her balm. 
But Autumn, the glorious Autumn, 

She sitteth a throned queen. 
Dispensing right royal largess 

To her children mighty and mean. 
Then sing for the plenteous harvest. 

For the golden, garnered grain, 
For Autumn the open-handed. 

That showereth her gifts like rain. 

A Song for the Lord of the harvest : 

O gather, ye children of men. 
Bend lowly in grateful adoring. 

And tell of his goodness again. 
He sendeth his willing angels, 

The sun and the winds and the rain, 
They have worked out his wondrous bidding. 

And brought us the golden grain. 



40 A HARVEST SONG. 

Sing praise to the great All-giver, 

The Father loying and good. 
Who for the joy of his children 

Stores the green earth with food. 
Join in glad jubilations, 

Ye fiaTOured of Britain's clime, 
Sing praise to the Lord of the harvest 

For the joy of the harvest-time. 



Cj^je Mo0irs in %ninmn. 



Wandbb in Spring through the emerald valleys, 
Where the clear stream 'tween its flowery banks dallies, 
Samiter at will through the gay garden-alleys, 
But come to the woods in the Auttmm. 

Seek in the Summer-time lanes that are shaded, 
By the broad branches with verdure unfaded. 
Quaff the soft air hj the flower-scents pervaded, 
But come to the woods in the Autumn. 

Learn in bleak Winter the home warmth to prize ; 
Gladden and bask in the sunshine that lies 
In the soft sparkle of dear loving eyes, 

But come to the woods in the Autimm. 

Here thou shalt look upon beauty the fairest. 
Here to delight thee are colours the rarest, 
Guerdon thou'lt get for all time that thou^sparest 
To spend in the woods in the Autumn. 



42 THE WOODS IN AVTJfkN, 

Come where the verdure is lovely in dying, 
All the bright tints of the Summer outvying, 
Hark, the lone robin his sweetest notes trying, 

Sings, Come to the woods in the Autumn. 

Come in the morning, when sunbeams have kissed 
Into one splendour the grey, shrouding mist. 
Each leaf is bejewelled, seek far as ye list. 

In the glorified woods of the Autumn. 

Come in the gloaming, so soft and so tender, 
Wait till the stars rise in glory and splendour, 
Then say, while thy heart a true homage doth render- 
No starlight's like that of the Autumn. 

Ponder the beauty above and beside thee, 
Think of the ills that in life may betide thee, 
Then gather lessons to bless and to guide thee. 
From the wild woods of the Autumn. 

Learn so to live that thy dying may be, 
Calm, like the fall of the leaves from the tree. 
With a light resting on thee all lovely to see 

As the sun-mellowed tints of the Autumn. 



Cj^je §r00h* 



LiTTLB brook that risest 
The forest shades among, 

1 would my life were like thee — 
As full of joy and song* 

I would I had the strength of soul 

To overleap, like thee, 
All barriers in my daily path. 

And pass on bright and free. 

I class thy merry jargon 

With the song of new-fledged birds, 
With the whispers of the infant winds. 

And the children's lisped words. 
A sweet and simple melody, 

It hath a nameless charm, 
And touches more than minstrel's lay. 

Or organ-Toic6d psalm. 



44 THE BROOK. 

Thou art for all sweet uses ; 

Wherever thon dost pass, 
A richer light is on the flower, 

And fresher springs the grass. 
Thou bringest blessing everywhere. 

Ah I would such lot were mine ; 
So joy should spring at my approach. 

As flowers upspring at thine. 

I have walked beetide thee, brooklet, 

When merry friends were by, 
And alone Tve trod thy margin 

'Neath a tender evening sky ; 
And I have come at length to know 

That not to all thou'rt dear, 
That thou hast music only for 

Those who have ears to hear. 



Si0rmg Witnihtx. 



Stobms, wild Btorms of the winter day, 

Fiercely pursuing your pitiless way, 

Bearing abroad, over city and sea. 

Stem devastation and misery; 

I am sad to think, at the daylight's close. 

Of the deeds ye have done since the morning rose ; 

Ye have passed o'er the village which stood so fjEor, 

With its clustering cots and its shrine for prayer, 

And have torn from the green its sturdy oak. 

The pride and joy of the village folk, 

And many a cottager's roof have riven 

Leaving it bare to the merciless heaven. 

And worse than this, ye have laughed in glee 

As ye lashed into fury the swelling sea, 

And wrought wild havoc and terrible wreck, 

As the billows like slaves did your terrible boic^k^ 



46 STORMY WEATHER. 

Storms, wild storms, are ye angels of wrath ? 
Sweeping o'er earth on a mission of death ? 
Nay, verily nay, for the ills ye bring 
There are stores of blessings compensating ; 
And while they are few who share in the ill. 
The blessing remaineth for thousands still. 

Storms, wild storms of this mortal life, 

That beat on the spirit and move it to strife, 

That sweep o'er the heart with remorseless breath, 

And leave it a desert of min and death, 

Smiting its garlands of joy to dust. 

And scattering its blossoms of hope and trust ; 

Say, what can ye give to the anguished heart 

In lieu of its loss, in return for its smart ? 

O welcome wild storms, if ye bring unto me 

After the conflict the victory ; 

If, like the fierce winds of this wintry sky, 

Your work is to chasten and purify. 



€^xxBimRB §ag* 
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O, Chbistmas time is a merry time, 
And we hail it with hearty cheer, 

With carol and song and sweet bells' chime 
We hail it the crown of the year. 

The rich and the poor together rejoice. 
And the old and the young are gay, 

All hearts are glad with a common joy, 
And make it a holiday. 

In the rich man's hall is a blaze of light 

And a sound of jocund glee ; 
And the poor man's hearth is brighter to-day 

Than it often is wont to be. 

But not alone for its merry sports 
Do we welcome this day so dear ; 

Not alone for the joy of its festal board 
Do we hail it the crown of the year. 



48 CHRISTMAS DAT, 

For it bringeth a joy more solemn and sweet 
Than anght that of earth is bom ; 

It carries our thoughts to a day of old, 
To the light of a holy mom. 

We look in again at that humble shed, 
• Where in wondrous, lowly guise, 
llie glorious Babe on the pure, fond breast 
Of a blessed Mother lies. 

We see in that Babe the Prince of Life, 
We hail him our Saviour-King, 

Who Cometh to save his rebel world 
From its guilt and suffering. 

O, Eose of eternity, blooming in time ! 

O, Lily all wondrous fair ! 
O, Plant of renown, whose mystic leaves 

For the healing of nations are ! 

We worship thee, not as the wise men did, 

With spices and gifts of gold, 
But we lay at thy feet our souls* deep k ve. 

And its energies manifold. 
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We hail thee Bun of a new-blest earth, 

Which brightens beneath thy ray, 
And shall brighten still till the ages bring 

The light of a perfect day. 

We join again in that grand old song, 

So old, yet ever so new, 
Which the angels sang as the sheplierd-swains 

Watched them vanishing up the blue. 

Glory to God in the highest heavens, 

Peace on the new-blest earth, 
Good-will to men, for the Father sends 

The Son of his bosom forth. 

So Christmas time is a blessed time, 

With memories precious And deal*, 
And oft; as it cometh we'll hail it anew 

As the flower and crown of the year. 



^» 
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With the same blithe smile he wore 
In the merry days of yore, 
With his own old jovial bearing, cometh Christmas 
once again; 
And to greet him we will bring 
Our most hearty welcoming, 
We will weave the festive garland, and well raise the 
joyous strain. 

Like a star whose silver light 
Sheds a glory on the night ; 
Like a bright-eyed flower that springeth in some cold 
unlikely place ; 
So he cometh at the prime 
Of the dark, wild winter time, 
Softening every rugged feature with a sweet and tender 
grace. 



ANOTHER CAROL. 51 

Lo ! he passes throngli the land, 
And around on every hand 
Hearths are brightened up to greet him with the fairest 
they can show ; 
Boards are spread with ample cheer ; 
Circles sundered through the year 
Meet again in bands unbroken round the hearth-flame's 
ruddy glow. 

Not alone in stately hall 
Peal the sounds of festival, 
For the cotter's hardy children hold their merry games 
to-day ; 
E'en the little pauper child, 
From his wonted cares beguiled. 
Eats his dainty fare delighted, and then joins his mates 
at play. 

Solemn thoughts do underlie 

All this happy revelry. 
And upon it falls a glory from a mom of long ago, 

When a Sun arose in might — 

On this sad earth's dreary night — 
Birth-time of the world's true freedom, whence man's 
brightest treasures flow. 



52 ANOTHER CAROL. 

So with still renewed zest, 
Let us keep our Christmas feast, 
And may kindest, broadest ^^mpathies within our 
hearts have birth ; 
Let our spirits, free and strong. 
Echo back the angels' song — 
** Glory be to Gk)d in heaven, and good-will to man on 
earth." 



Cferjc ®lir miii t^je lltfo. 



BuBY the dead Year out of our sight 

Under the wintry mould, 
Ho has breathed his last, like a worn-out man, 

And his limbs and his heart are cold. 

Bury him quickly, the dead Old Year, 

The sight of him makes us sad, 
For gayer scenes are awaiting us now, 

And our hearts incline to be glad. 

For see where the New Year cometh blithe. 

With the wild bells' merry din ; 
Haste and open the hall doors wide, 

And let the fair stranger in. 



54 THE OLD AND THE NEW. 

So sing the young with their buoyant hearts, 

And their forward-looking eye ; 
Unconscious they of the slightest loss, 

As they see the Old Year die. 

Not so the aged, sad he sits, 

With a glance that scans the past. 
While he looks on the year regretfully. 

As it waneth all too £a.st. 

He thinks of the friends that cheered his youth, 

Of the joys of manhood's day, 
And he knows the future can bring no bHss 

Like that which hath passed away. 

Let us die together. Old Year, he saith, 

Thou art faint, and so am I, 
And our presence but mars the festive glow. 

And the merry company. 

Let us slip away unmissed together, 

From the scene that heeds us not. 
And we'll sleep 'neath the snow in the wintry weather, 

Thou and I alike forgot. 
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So let 118 live, that without regret, 

We may see the years roll by, 
And bear through them all a hopeful heart 

And an npward-looking eye. 

O, might we live, that when latest age 

With its wintry train appears, 
There may blend in our hearts the fire of youth, 

With the wisdom of ripest years. 



Cj^e %st oi ^olh. 



Poet, away with thy golden age, 

'Tis a myth, 'tis a shadow, a dream of thine own ; 
I find not its record on chronicled page. 

It lives in thy dream-haunted fancy alone. 

No era of time hath been wholly dark, 

Each age hath been blest by some stray beams from 
heaven. 
But none standeth out with such radiant mark 

As to warrant the worship thou often hast given. 

I cherish a love for the dear old time, 
For its bright romance, for its chivalrous deeds. 

The tale of its martyr-roU sublime 
A glow of pride in my spirit feeds. 
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But I cannot echo the pitiful cry, 

That earth has ontwom her brightest glow, 

That the flowers of honour and chivalry 
Faded with sunsets of long ago. 

We are not all that we fain would be, 

We fondle too much what our souls condemn ; 

There are wrongs to right, there are slaves to free, 
There are mighty torrents of ill to stem. 

But I hold that our march hath been upward still, 
That we move in a broadening, brightening day. 

That the mists of error and gloom of ill 
Shall yield ere long to its glorious sway. 

I cherish aU fiEdth in an age of gold, 

But not of the past with its twilight clime ; 

The nations to be shall its banners unfold, 
And walk in the light of the blessed time. 



OB l-BE SHEFFIELD INTNDATION, AND THE GENEB06ITT OF THOSE 
WHO MINI8TEBED TO THE RELIEF OF SUFFEBBBS THEBEFBOM. 



It is a scene of sadness 

No language can portray, 
At which brave hearts onwont to quail 

Throb with a dire dismay. 

The mighty flood of waters, 
With one impetuous bound 

It burst its confines, and rushed forth 
To spread destruction round. 

The cruel, speeding waters, 

Disastrously they swept 
Through vale-embosomed villages, 

Where quiet households slept. 
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O heedless, wasteful waters, 

Of small account to ye, 
Was precious life, and all that man 

Clings to most lovingly. 

But as the blessed morning 

From night's dark bosom springs. 

And as the bow o'er blackest cloud 
Its tender glory flings ; 

So pity, sweetest angel, 

In sorrow's shades is bom, 
And fair benevolence shines most 

Where human bosoms mourn. 

Behold the eager givers 

With generous impulse stirred, 
The rich and poor in concert crowd, 

And loving aid afford. 

If earth were ever smiling 

In one unbroken day, 
If life moved ever joyously 

Along a flowery way ; 
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O where were man's best attributes ? 

Where strength and bravery, 
And what should call endurance forth 

Or kindle charity ? 

Ours is a world Ood-goyemed, 

And from the direst ill 
He can evoke eternal good, 

And noblest ends fulfil. 
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Fast down the sloping crystal 

Glided the golden sun, 
Smiling, as if complaisant, 

For his day's work duly done. 

Down to his amber palace 

He saLLs in a golden boat. 
And around on the sea-like ether 

Not a cloudlet dared to float. 

In at the open window 

Wandered the breath of the flowers. 
Odour of rose and lily, 

With spice from jessamine bowers. 



62 A MEMORY, 

In at the window floated, 

And lingered, as loath to leave 

The^room, which by pure taste garnished, 
Looked fair in the fading eve. 

The deep, sad eyes of the Laureate 
Looked down from his pictured fiEtce 

On the group in quietness gathered 
Li that fair room's ample space. 

And I almost deemed they kindled 
With a brighter and prouder glow. 

As from her favourite volume 
A lady was readiug low. 

She read of the king most kingly. 
Of the knight with unknightly stain, 

Of the fair, false queen, dishonoured. 
And the lorn lily-maid Elaine. 

Oj many a scene of beauty 

Has beamed on my gaze since theu. 

The beauty of mountain regions — 
Wiid water and wooded glen. 
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I have stood by the foaming river, 

And sat on the mountain's crest, 
I have strayed by a summer ocean, 

And sailed o'er its broad blue breast. 

But that scene of the twilight tender. 

That chaste room's quiet air, 
Those low tones gracefully blending 

With the beauty and fragrance there, 

Yet live in my pleased remembrance. 
Like some quaint old poet's rhyme, 

Or the tints of a grand old picture. 
Mellowed and toned by time. 
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Many bards in lofty lays, 

Land of mine, have sung thy praise ; 

How can I incline, 
With an all untutored tongue. 
To a theme so nobly sung ? 
How aspire to such a throng, 

Loved land of mine ? 

Wherefore not ? the gentle dove 
Sings her simple song of love 
In the summer's fairest grove, 

Fhilomel's own shrine ; 
And a thousand tiny blooms 
Brighten up thy forest glooms, 
Unabashed by richer blooms, 

Fair land of mine. 
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Will thy purling brooklets stay 
On their flowery-margined way, 
And refuse their merry play, 

With a murmurous whine ; 
That thy rivers, full and free, 
In their passage to the sea. 
Boll a richer melody, 

Dear land of mine ? 

* 

So 111 sing my simple strain. 
With a heart-imspired refrain. 
And the fond wish breathe again — 

That some verse or line 
I could write,, might prove to thee 
All my pride and love for thee. 

Dear land of mine. 

Land of beauty, when thy May 
Leads the lovely, laughing day. 
Strews with blossoms every way ; 

Land almost divine. 
When thy radiant summer pours 
On thy plains her choicest stores , 
And blue seas lave thy golden shores, 

Bright land of mine. 



6e NATIVE LAND. 

Land whose sons have won for thee 
Precious, priceless Liberty, 
Which though now a sturdy tree, 

Proof 'gainst shock and shine. 
First was sown 'midst strife and fears, 
Nourished with blood and tears, 
Weak through centuries of years. 

Dear land of mine. 

Land of homes all bright and warm. 
Best retreat from life's wild storm. 
With an ever-potent charm, 

To win and to refine. 
Land of honest hearts and dear, 
Where love's roses never sear. 
Crown with beauty all thy year. 

Fair land of mine. 

Land where all who love me dwell, 
Land of all I love so well. 
Home of joys divine; 
' Though there may but fall to me 
Small inheritance in thee. 
Still my song's refrain shall be. 
Dear land of mine. 
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A MOUBKiNO cry goes through the land — a solemn voice 

of wail, 
It issues from the palace gates and turns the stoutest 

pale ; 
'Tis echoed in the noble's hall, and by the cotter's fire, 
It heaves the breast of young and old, meek maid and 

hoary sire. 

Alas, alas ! our Prince is dead, gone from the hopes of 
time, 

Down to the land of silentness, in manhood's glorious 
prime; 

Away from all the joys that flashed their rainbow- 
wings about him, 

Away from all the loving hearts now desolate without 
him. 



68 A NATION* S QRIEF. 

It is as if some radiant star, just at its culmination, 
Should fall adown the sphery slope from its resplendent 

station ; 
As if the Autumn's luscious wealth, just in its rosiest 

bloom. 
Should drop imtimely to the earth by blast of sudden 
doom. 

O Sovereign Lady of the Isles, Queen of many lands. 
Thy people share thy grief, and raise to heaven un- 
wearying hands I 
They ever cry, God comfort her amid her mighty woe, 
And deep into her stricken heart let thine own healing 
flow. 

Thou sway'si a realm on which the sun ne'er goes in 

darkness down, 
Thee, nations of the far-off West and golden Orient 

crown ; 
Bleak islands of the Northern Sea, and wide-spread 

lands that shine 
'Neath Southern suns, are proud to own that gentle 

rule of thine. 

And so thy sorrow shall be felt in lands howe'er apart. 
One imiversal gush of grief shall flow from voice and 
heart; 



k 
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For thee, bereft of friend and love, of counsellor and 

stay, 
Of liim who was thy hearths own choice in happy, 

youthful day. 

Queen of our hearts, be comforted, be sure no love can 

die; 
It passes from the earth, but lives for evermore on 

high. 
Thy love for one so nobly good as he so late thine 

own, 
Hath glorified thy heart and life far more than crown 

aiid throne. 
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What is it, merry bells, 
That yoar joyous mnsic tells ? 
What say ye to the people 
From each giddy tower and steeple ? 
Whence snch triumphant notes 
From your thousand brazen throats ? 
What is it, merry bells ? 

O, *tis the joy of a nation we're telling, 
And still we but faintly and feebly express 

The thrill of emotion each bosom that's swelling. 
Like a wave which the rocks strive in vain to repress. 

For the darling of Britain, its hope, and the heir 
To its crown and its kingdom, is wedded to-day, 

And hence, with the gems of his princedom, will wear 
A Aower that is rarer and richer than they. 
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He hatli won for his bride, Alexandra the peerless, 
The pride of the Danish land, first of its flowers, 

Sweet child of the Norsemen, those Vikings so fearless, 
Whose blood for loDg ages hath mingled with. ours. 

And the people rejoice that their monarch beloved. 
The lady whose brow hath been smileless so long, 

Will to-day by the joy of her children be moved 
To cast off her sadness and join the gay throng. 

O, we ring out a welcome to her who comes hither 
With the birds and the blossoms that herald the 
spring. 
And whoso coming, like sunbeams in wild winter 
weather, 
A light and a joy o'er all faces can fling. 

And we ring out a blessing on Saxon and Dane, 

The Prince and his Princess — the bridegroom and 
bride. 
And the garland that twines them — dear love's rosy 
chain. 
May its bloom and its freshness for ever abide. 

Eing on then, merry bells, 
Till the joyous clangour swells 
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Honnd tlie island to the shore, 
BlendiDg with the billow's roar. 
Eing on without annoy, 
For ye tell the general joy ; 
With the carol and the shont, 
Eing, happy bells, ring out. 
While the countless lamps alight, 
Make a sunshine of the night ; 
While a thousand banners wave. 
While a nation free and brave. 
In glad ranks is gathering, 
Eing louder, joy-bells, ring. 



% (^ItKm oi Stmsj^in^* 



O JOY to the land, from her cliamber of sadness 
Our Queen cometh forth to her people again— 

Cometli forth, as of old, to be glad in their gladness, 
And find in their welcome a blessing and gain I 

She comes like the mild moon, in brightness emerging 
From palace of clouds into blue skies serene ; 

And the shouts of her people, like mighty waves 
surging. 
Proclaim them yet true to their country and queen. 

Sweet lady, our sovereign, too long thou hast tarried 
£ehind the dark clouds bom of sorrow's sad hour, 

And our spirits have languished all cheerless and arid. 
Like lands when they thirst for the soft summer 
shower. 

We are thine through all changes, we shared in thy 
sorrow, 
When that rare, noble spirit, whose love was thine 
own, 
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Left thee 'whelmed in the anguish which dreads a to- 
morrow, 
And which wrung thee not less that tiij place was a 
throne. 

And we loved thee the more, that with royalty's 
splendour, 
With the glitter of pomp and the temptings of 
power, 
Thou didst cherish affections so wifely and tender. 
And that warm human heart our true nature's best 
dower. 

We grieved when that warm heart so deeply was 
troubled, 

With love sympathetic we shared in thy pain, 
But losing thee also, our sorrow was doubled, 

And twofold bereavement 'twas ours to sustain. 

welcome, thrice welcome thy glad reappearing, 
A thousand warm welcomes more loud than before, 

Thank heaven that hath sent thee some balm for thy 
cheering, 
And given thee back to our greeting once more. 



Cj^je ^nnn at %hnlainn. 



Dear, my people, with a soul 
Roused from sorrow's stem control, 

I am come to mingle with you in the doings of to-day ; 
For their import when I heard, 
All my deepest thoughts were stirred, 

And I hearkened to an inward voice that bade me not 
delay. 

Ye could not, to my thought, 
A fairer work have wrought, 
Or been moved by finer purpose than hath brought ye 
hither now ; 
O, it tells me ye have cherished 
Loving pride of him who perished. 
While the glorious crown of manhood shone undimmed 
upon his brow. 
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Te are giving homage due 
To my Prince, the good and true, 
And I could not choose but come and blend my feelings 
with your own ; 
Could not choose but come and tell 
How I loved him long and well, 
While his love to me was precious more than royal 
crown or throne. 

Standing here, my thoughts recall 
The dear, dear seasons aU, 
We have spent amidst the much-loved scenes of this 
our northern home ; 
How we roamed untired together 
O'er the hills and through the heather, 
Finding joy in nature purer than 'neath gilded palace 
dome. 

O, the brightness gone for ever, 

O, the rosy light which never 1 

May relume with its soft splendour my future's clouded 
way; 

I may never cease to mourn 

For the treasure from me torn, 
Nor ever hope for higher joy than comes to me to-day. 
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So she spake, and passed along 
Tlirougli the earnest gazing throng, 
Atween the silent bending ranks to whom she joy had 
given; 
Every word had made her dearer. 
Not a heart but said, God cheer her, 
God love om* Queen, went earnestly from every soul to 
heaven. 



^tuQamtxitkx. 



AK INdDENT IN THE POLISH BEYOLUTION. 



" Up, up, my brothers, and away I I bear a voice from 

far — 
A Bommons from our- fSatberland to join tbe ranks of 

war; 
Our Poland's noblest sons have risen to cope with toils 

severe. 
And shall we act the craven part, and rest supinely 

here ? 

Brave Langewicz is marshalling his fiery-hearted 

band. 
And Lelewell leads his chosen troops to victory 

through the land, 
And Levandowski arms his men, and bravely forth 

they go, 
To meet with bold and dauntless front the fierce and 

haughty foe. 
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Our darling land from divers foes hath suffered scorn 

and wrong, 
The German and the Muscovite have lorded it too 

long; 
But now her children have arisen, and solemnly have 

sworn, 
To free her from the hateful thrall that makes her so 

forlorn." 

So spake Prince Dragomericki — and at his ardent 

words, 
Three score of Poland's exiled sons laid hands upon 

their swords ; 
And each averred with solemn oath and thickly coming 

breath, 
" Away, be thou our leader-chief, we'll follow to the 

death. 

" Adieu, sweet home of soft delights, bright scenes of 

song and dance, 
Loved shelter of our exiled days, dear sunny land of 

France ; 
Thy joys have lured us all too long, but now we must 

away. 
Our kindred and our country call, and gladly we'll 

obey. 
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And we will quit rejoicingly this soffc volnptaonB 

life, 
To meet a thousand nameless ills and mix in deadly 

strife; 
Onr land long enrsed by foreign foes.sliall yet a nation 

be, 
And o'er her children yet shall wave the banner of the 

free." 

Then on they march, those three score men, beside 

their chief they pass, 
Through darkly-silent wooded wild, and perilous 

morass; 
They pass the despot Prussian's home unchallenged 

and unseen, 
Such guarded bravery was theirs, with yigilance so ^ 

keen. 

The stars were paling in the west, the orient sky was 

red. 
As through the forest of Sieradz with toilsome march 

they tread ; 
And now their fondest hopes are blest, they near the 

Polish land. 
And mournful memories thrill the souls of all that 

patriot band. 
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But bark I what means that sudden cry — those shrieks 
of wild despair ? 

O woe ! a horde of hireling spies have started from 
their lair; 

And on they rushed, and down they bore that noble- 
hearted band, 

Whose heart-blood flows or ere they strike one blow 
for fatherland. 

The morning sun rose smilingly upon a fearful 

scene— 
The stillness of the grave where late such deadly 

strife had been. 
Those threescore men whose hearts so late with noblest 

hopes beat high, 
Surprised, o'erpowered by crafty foes, in death's dark 

ruin lie. 



|l0jijeIL 



They came up the valley — Koziell and his band, 
Three hundred brave men with their weapons in hand ; 
The work of that day had been toilsome and long, 
Bat there beat in each bosom the heart of the strong. 
Now rest thee, Koziell, where this cool river flows. 
In this valley so still let thy tired troops repose ; 
A spot thus secluded, by forest and wave. 
Hath charms of secureness and rest for the brave. 
" No safety, no rest," said the dauntless Koziell, 
" Arouse ye, my men, all your peril to feel ; 
We are tracked, we are followed by merciless foes. 
And must chase from our bosoms all hope of repose. 
Even now they are coming, are close on our rear, 
From Minsk, from Vileika, from Bouslau they near ; 
Here, drawn in long file on cool Ilia's banks, 
Tbejr are gathering closely in murderous ranks. 
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And some in fierce ambush are crouched close at 

hand, 
Where the wild waters break on Stayewo's lone strand ; 
And in the dread strife which must shortly begin, 
Small chance will there be 'gainst such numbers to 

win. 
Yet cheer ye, my brothers, our work of to-day 
Has been done well and bravely, let follow what may ; 
We told the good news we went forth to proclaim. 
And warmly were welcomed in liberty's name. 
That greeting so gladsome our spirits still cheers. 
And happy we'll die with those shouts in our. ears ; 
We will die, but not all, for our Poland still bleeds, 
And no life must be wasted while she hath such needs. 
Escape ye who can, and be valiant and true. 
For still for our land there is stem work to do ; 
For me, I remain to engage with the foe. 
While through yon narrow pass ye in safety shall go. 
I remain to meet death, and now hear my demand : 
By the love which ye bear to our suffering land, 
By the dear hopes ye cherish of blest days to be. 
When your sons through your deeds shall be happy 

and free ; 

* 

Let forty brave spirits come forth to my side, 
And together we'll die as our brothers have died ; 
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On the altar of freedom self-offered expire, 
The lives of our comrades this offering require." 
Scarce finished he speaking when forward they came, 
Twice forty great hearts, fired with generous fiame, 
Their lives with their chief for their brothers to give, 
Hesolved to die nobly that others might live. 
They died, one and all, in the terrible strife, 
While their comrades escaped to the forest for life ; 
But the dirge that is sung by clear Ilia's wave, 
Not alone makes lament for the fate of the brave. 




S^ang ai i\[t Holisj^ patrons. 






As we sit in our dull homes all lonely, 

One feeling possesses us only, 

One purpose persistently fires us. 

One sentiment ever inspires us ; 
It is this — we will prove ourselves worthy to be 
Beloved by the men who resolve to be free. 

We own we're but women, and powerless 
To strive as they strive, but not dowerless 
Hath nature the bountiful left us. 
Nor of all strength to aid them bereft us ; 
We also have weapons that well we can wield. 
And well brandish them freely in freedom's fair field. 

The dastardly Russian well kno'weth 
How the stream of our influence floweth, 
And fain he would win it with wiling. 
With blandishments, gewgaws, and smiling ; 
But we bid him avaunt, as a traitor forsworn, 
And hold his false favour in bitterest scorn. 
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We are wives, and onr husbands would spurn us 

If such baubles were potent to turn us ; 

Wo afe wives, and with honour unswerving 

We cling to the men all-deserving ; 
And though dearly we love tjjem we bid them begone, 
Nor return to our arms till their freedom is won. 

We are mothers, with young sons around us, 
Their love as a strong chain hath bound us, 
But we nourish no slaves at our bosoms, 
'Tis our care that they flourish like blossoms 
That love the free air, and would languish and pine 
If deprived of a right which we hold as divine. 

O, sons of our country, be valiant, 
Meet with courage each cowai*d assailant ; 
Fight on till ye conquer, that story 
May halo your brows with her glory ; 
And oh, be it ours to receive you ere long 
In the pride of our love with the garland and song. . 



tnahxR. 



She sat in the pomp of orient state, 

A queen on her royal throne, 
And around her were gathered the gay and great, 

All eager her sway to own. 

Low at her feet the Syrian sat, 

With a heart like the sun of his clime, 

And its deepest fervours gushed and glowed 
For his queen in her womanly prima 

The Grecian owned that her slightest smile 

Was a thing to covet and prize. 
And the Eoman vowed he would die to win 

One glance from her glorious eyes. 
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There was odour of palms and blaze of gems. 

And music in richest tones. 
All luxuries of her own clime blent 

With treasures firom &r-off zones. 

Graoefially coiled 'neath her jeweUed feet, 

A beantifbl slave-girl lay, 
A living footstool, wann and soft 

As the light of that eastern day. 

Meekly she lay, as if in her heart 
No thought 'gainst her state rebelled. 

Caressing, as if in tenderest love. 
The glittering feet she held. 

But the love was feigned, for she nursed in her sonl 
A purpose deadly and deep. 

Whose dark unfolding should give them all 

Dread memories to keep. 

For she rose, that poor unheeded slave. 

And turned with a viperous hate 
To sting the feet which had trodden her down. 

And held her in servile state. 



b 
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And the longed-for joys of liberty won, 

By a treachery deeply planned, 
Which gave the qaeen to her cruel foes, 

And blighted the beautiful land. 

So the bright queen passed from her worshipping throng 

To a dungeon drear and lone, 
And the '' City of Palms " lies low in the dust, 

Where the desert winds make moan. 

0, nations afar, who seek to build 

New kingdoms fair and strong, 
Know that the power on slavery based 

Shall fare like the queen of my song. 

For it holds in itself the poison-seeds 

Of its sure and sad decay. 
And it nurses a viper to warmth and life. 

That shall turn and devour its prey. 
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The ideas entertained at the formation of tbe old Constitution 
were, that the enslavement of the African race was in riolation 
of the laws of nature ; that it was wrong in principle, socially, 
morally, politically. Our new government is founded on exactly 
opposite ideas; its foundations are laid, its comer-stone rests 
upon the great truth that the negro is not equal to the white 
man, tliat slavery — subordination to the superior race — is his 
natural and moral condition. Thus our government is the first 
in the history of the world based upon this great physical, 
philosophical, and moral truth. It is upon this that our social 
fabric is firmly planted, and I cannot permit myself to doubt 
the ultimate success of the full recognition of this principle 
throughout the civilized and enlightened world. 

Mb. a. H. Stephens^ Vice-PreBtdent of the Confederacy, 

So the South has been blest with a new revelation. 
Which its zealous disciples are eager to tell, 

As a better evangel, the hope of their nation, 
And the joy of all lands who will study it well. 

And this is its substance, its sun, and its glory, 
O Englishmen, sons of the free, be attent. 

And patiently hear, if ye can, this new story. 
And judge if such gospel from heaven be sent. 
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God, they say, in his wisdom, two races created, 
The white man to govern, the black to obey ; 

This truth philosophic thus faithfully stated, 
As the chief comer-stone of our empire we lay. 

Our now Constitution shall rest on this basis, 
And rise like a palace, proportioned and fair ; 

It shall be in the world as a charming oasis 

In the midst of a wilderness blackened and bare. 

Is it so, are ye right, have we thus been mistaken ? 

Have we cherished fair hopes, oh, so fondly, in vain ? 
Have we slumbered in darkness, and now but awaken 

To the music that lies in the clank of the chain ? 

We thought that the shadow of slavery blighted. 
Like that of the upas, the lands where it lay ; 

Ye proclaim it a life-tree, too long by us slighted, 
Whose leaves are for saving and healing, ye say. 

We deemed it a monster, whose blandest caressing. 
Like that of the serpent, wrought mischief and 
death ; 

Ye say 'tis an angel of mercy and blessing, 
With life on its pinions and balm in its breath. 
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We hoped that ere long the foij harpy should perish. 
And the lands be self-freed from the curse of its 
stain, 

Ye say that in brightness anew it shall flourish, 
And the nations rejoice in the power of its reign ; 

O, lie self-condemning, oh, falsehood accurst, 
We hold your new gospel in loathing and scorn ; 

We abide by the old, which hath hope for the worst. 
And teaches that all men to freedom are bom. 

The God whom ye worship I could not adore, 
And rather than swallow your creed as divine, 

I would worship some Moloch believed in of yore, 
And own the worst faith of the pagan as mina 
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A GOOD ship neared her destined port, 
In the time when the blessed Spring 
Was scattering promise from every breath, 
Like balm from an angel's wing. 
She was bound for the smiling shores where stands 
Quebec, fiEiir queen of the western lands. 

She had sailed from the distant EngL'sh coast, 

She had touched at the Emerald Isle, 
And a hopeful band on her decks she bore 
To the land where the harvests smile ; 
Where there is work for the willing arm, 
A nd promise of plenty the hope to charm. 

Ten days she had dashed through the world of waves 

Ten nights had the stars been true. 
Her timbers were sound and her captain tried, 
And her tars were a gallant crew. 
And now, oh joy ! in the morning light 
The welcoming land appears in sight. 
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All eager-hearted they crowd the deck, 

Men, women, and ardent boy, 
And the young wife tighter clasps her babe, 
As she weeps for very joy ; 
And the aged grandsire blesses anew 
The care that hath brought him so safely through. 

But how shall I tell of the sudden change 

That arrested the joy-stream's flow, — 
That turned the hope to a wild despair. 
And the bliss to a measureless woe, — 
That filled each soul with a blank dismay, 
And tui'ned into blackness the light of day ? 

" O captain T an old tar cried, " we run 

Too dose to these shores, I fear ; 
I know these treacherous seas full well, 
And the perils that lurk anear." 
And e*en as h^ spake — that aged man — 
The danger was coming, the peril began. 

For a dense fog rolled from the neoring coast. 

Blinding, and heavy, and dun; 
It wrapped them round like a clinging shroud. 
It darkened the skies and the sun ; 
It covered the treacherous rocks beneath, 
And blindly they drifted to danger and death. 
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The vessel has struck, oh words, how weak 

Their import to convey, 
To tell of the wreck of hopes so fair. 
The terror and dire dismay ; 
Or the anguished love in that hour displayed, 
And its utter powerlessness to aid. 

One little hour of dread suspense, 

While the rafts and boats are lowered, 
A last faint chance of life for a few, 
While the rest remain on board. 
Some wild in their woe, some calmly brave, 
Look full in the fiEice their waiting grave. 

How strange was that scene, no thunderburst, 

No voices of wind or storm. 
Only that silent, moveless fog, 

Had wrought them the deadly harm ; 
It shut them out from the aid of all. 
It shut them in like a prison wall. 

Then followed the shock, O Jesu, save ! 

It came like the crash of doom, 
The deck breaks up, and the sea sweeps all 
Into a common tomb. 
It has laid them low where none may deliver, 
And o'er them its wild waves shall moan for ever. 
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Stbangeb forbear, thy search is yam, 
There is no clue to guide thy quest, 

That which thou seekest doth remain 
A mystery evermore perplext. 

Turn from thy toils, and let us sit 
On yon green bank beside the stream. 

Where, while the hours in silence flit. 
We may pursue thy chosen theme. 

Yes, it is true that here he died, 
The great Lord Cardinal of yore, 

When driven from that high place of pride 
By subject seldom reached before. 
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'Tis true that here, on dying couch, 
Those memorable words he spake, 

When he declared, with sad avouch, 
His life had been one grand mistake. 

'Tis true that here, in narrow tomb. 
The abbey brethren laid him low, 
At night by torchlight's solemn gloom. 

With reverent looks and paces slow. 

Fair stood that abbey in its prime. 

Amidst its circling valleys green, 
But little hath been spared by time. 

To tell the beauty that hath been. 

So utter, so entire its fall. 

That now, of all the once proud pile. 
There but remains yon crumbling wall 

On which the early sunbeams smile. 

And that low grave, where once they laid 

The greatest of the land to rest, 
Eludes all search that hath been made, 

And mocks and baffles every quest. 
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Thou kuowont, for thou oft htst read 
How BUinptaoaB was hiB daily fare, 

Whut throngs wore at his tables fed. 
And how ho moved in glory's glare. 

And <loulitle8S thon hast noted well. 

How i)itiful his state became, 
When from tliat dizzy height he fell. 

And proTod how worthless power and &une. 

'T would ill bocomo my tongue to prate 

In vulgar platitudes to thee, 
How pride of place and pomp of state, 

Are emptiness and vanity. 

Draw thine own lessons, read aright 
The moral of the missing grave. 

So shalt thou walk by clearer light, 
And thine own soul from peril save. 
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What a pitiful desert this earth would be, 

For all its flowery bloom, 
If the social charm should banished be 

That maketh each house a home ; 
But oh what joy can the feeling give, 
That not for ourselves alone wo live I 

What matter how wildly the winds may blow, 
How stormy and dark the night, 

If around our hearth the faces we know 
Smile in the cheery light ; 

What matter that care sits all day at our side. 

If there come. such delight in the eventide? 

Faces I know whose smile can bring 

Solace in saddest hours. 
Can over my path a brightness fling 

Cheering as light to the flowers ; 
Such faces to meet in the morning ray 
Maketh glad for me all the after day. 
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Voices there are whose lightest tones 

Can quicken my pulse's leap, 
Sounds which my innermost nature owns 

As treasures to prize and keep ; 
Their memory haunteth me oft and again, 
Like echoes of some sweet music strain. 

And eyes there are in whose matchless gleams, 

I have simned me many a time, 
And have thought, as I basked in those genial beams, 

They would gladden earth's coldest dime ; 
May nor care bedim nor sorrow shade 
The eyes that for me such beauty have made. 

Angels, " excelling in strength," do ye, 

As your radiant ages roll, 
Learn aught of this beautiful mystery 

That linketh soul with soul ? 
To lack such knowledge I deem an ill, 
And joy in my human nature still. 
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SwEXT baby blossom, thy mother's treasure, 
Pride of thy father, the household's pleasure, 
Thou hast come in the heart of the summer time, 
Like a flower that loveth the sunlight's prime. 

To-day there have solemn words been said, 
And a blessing breathed on thy infant head ; 
And they who bore thee to font and shrine 
Have asked for thy guidance a hand divine. 

But look where thou liest unconscious now. 
With the seal of sleep on thy baby brow. 
Nought knowing or heeding of aU our care, 
Nor the summer morning that smiles so fair. 
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Not caring even a single pin 
For the dainty robes they have wrapped thee in, 
Nor the fond warm wishes for thee that rise, 
Nor the love that is beaming in friendly eyes. 

O would that these verses might hold a charm, 
To yield thee blessing or shield from harm, 
Then should thy future all joyous be 
As the summer morning that smiles on thee. 

Sweet baby-boy with thy mother's name. 
Long mayst thou bear it untinged with shame ; 
Both father s and mother's together bear, 
And with all that is noble in them have share. 

Be brave and strong with the manly part, 
Be gentle and kind with the woman's heart. 
For the noblest beings on earth possess 
This mingling of strength with tenderness. 



> 
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FAIR retreat from busy care, 

O quiet, sheltering nest, 
Thy cahn delights to-day I share, 

And bless thy peaceful rest. 

Here Nature sheds her genial smiles 
The soul to cheer and warm ; 

Here Art has worked her wondrous wiles. 
And Taste bestowed her charm. 

O happy trio ! when ye blend 

In concert thus your powers, 
How bright the beauties that descend 

To bless this world of ours ! 
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And in this sweet, secluded spot, 

This home of joys refined, 
How blest should be the dweller's lot, 

How pure and calm his mind I 

E'en I, though but a passing guest, 

The dweller of a day, 
Will bear, to soothe my life's unrest, 

Some pleasant thoughts away. 

These sights and sounds, this breath of flowers. 

This air's delicious balm. 
Shall breathe upon my working hours 

Their own delightful calm. 

Nor would I leave without a prayer. 

That they who here abide, 
May in Thy lasting favour share, 

O Thou, our life's best guide I 



TO J. H. OOOPEB, ESQ., OF BROX HILL, FOB A PBESENT OF FL0WEB8 

IN NOYEMBEB. 



SuMMEB tints are faded, 

Snmmer woods are sere, 
Summer skies are shaded 

With frequent frown severe. 
So the winds go wailing, 

As if earth, bereft 
Of all grace and gladness. 

Had no beauty left. 

Yet to me this morning 
Came a gift so bright, 

As might make the summer 
Envious at the sight. 

Heaps of brilliant blossoms, 

Fair enough to be 
Woven into garlands, 

Glorious June, for thee. 
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Some with petals golden 

As the sunbeam's glow, 
Some in robes of whiteness 

Like the stainless snow. 
Purple, scarlet splendours, 

Set in tenderest green, 
Moist, and fresh, and glistening 

With the raindrop's sheen« 

Dainty, dewy blossoms, 

To shall cheer mj home. 
With yonr fairy brightness, 

For a week to come ; 
Smiling oat a welcome 

When I enter there, 
Making all look brighter 

By your presence £ur. 

Flowers, I praise your beauty 
With a faltering tongue, 

Would I coidd embalm ye 

In a worthier song. 

Here I pause to worship 
Your Maker's skill diyine, 

And to thank the donor 

Who has made them mine. 
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Come hither, come hither, o'er yale and down, 
From crowded streets of the busy town ; 
Give care and toil to the winds to-day, 
And come to onr floral holiday. 

Ye who are tired of this common life, 
Weary at heart of its toil and strife, 
Come, and each jaded sense restore 
To the joy and vigour that once it wore. 

Come where our floral feast is spread. 
Not any who come go away unfed ; 
A fairy feast of the daintiest kind, 
Meet for the senses by taste refined. 
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Oome hither, and gaze till your hearts are fall 
Of wonder and love for the beantifal ; 
A purer pleasure ye never may know 
Than that which is bom of the floral show. 

Such was the welcome wafted about, 
In gentle whisper and pealing shout. 
By trumpet and horn's loud minstrelsy,. 
And silken banners all floating free. 

The people heard it and came in throngs. 

With smiles on their faces and mirth on their tongues ; 

They paced the streets with a cheerful air. 

In holiday vestments rainbow fair. 

They passed 'neath the floral arches gay, 
Beauty and joyousness crowned the day ; 
They marched unto music glad as the hours. 
They shared with delight in the feast of flowers. 
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Let others sing the fairy flowers, 

That in the garden's well-trimmed bowers, 

Their dainty colours mingle ; 
For me, I turn from cultured ways. 
The little hardy flower to praise, 

That lives among the shingle. 

With sunbright petals for a crown. 
It well might reign o'er breezy down, 

Or brighten forest dingle ; 
Bat scorning these, it turns aside. 
And with a lofty stoic pride 

It seeks the rough sea shingle. 



no THE YELLOW-HORNED POPPY. 

Tender and brave, it offers up 
To passing blasts its golden cup, 

When wild sea wayes are swelling ; 
Then moumeth not its beanty gone, 
Bat strong at heart, still liyeth on. 

In its wild, chosen dwelling. 

Ah would, brave flower, that man could be 
As strong, as true of heart as thee, 

When wildest storms are beating ; 
And yielding all his flower of life, 
Still calmly struggle through the strife. 

Nor fear its roughest greeting. 



|n P;^m0rg oi |. Jf. '^ollxxtQB, jf sjq., 



LATE OP LEICESTER. 



LiKB a brave bark that founders on a dark and dangerous 

shore, 
And sinks, o'erwhelmed by stormy seas, with all its 

precious store, 
So hast thou passed, lamented one, with like disastrous 

doom, 
And with a sense of bitter loss we weep beside thy 

tomb. 

We hoped that like some radiant sun, eclipsed by passing 

cloud. 
Thou wouldst emerge with brighter beams from that 

dark sorrow's shroud ; 
That strengthened by a higher strength, thou would'st 

with trials cope ; 
Alas, alas for thy despair, and for our broken hope ! 



112 IN MEMORY OF J. F, H0LLING8, ESQ. 

Wore mine the harp I enyy, thine ahonld be a wide 

renown, 
Not Milton for his Lycidas ahonld weaye a furer 

crown ; 
Not Adonais shonld be siing with more melodiotis 

praise, 
Nor the sad Laureate moam his friend in tnier, tenderer 

lays. 

Thine was the gentle, generous soul, a heart and 

mind o'erswept 
By floods of truest impulses, which aye their freshness 

kept; 
lliine was an innate nobleness, a nature fine and free, 
With manners courteously bland, like knight of 

chivalry. 

Chief of our little lettered bond, on whose mellifluous 

tongue, 
So loath to blame, so fain to praise, we oft delighted 

hung; 
Prime mover in full many a scheme to raise and bless 

thy kind. 
How shall be filled the vacant seats which thou hast 

left behind ? 

i 



IN MEMORY OF /. F. ROLLINGS, ESQ. 113 

In thee was blent harmonionslj the noble, manly part, 
With childhood's simple humbleness and woman's 

pitying heart ; 
O life, all beautiful with love I heart, too true and 

tender I 
Our sorrow is that in such gloom was lost so fair a 

splendour. 

We leave thee in the mighty Hand that ruleth earth 

and sea. 
The righteousness that cannot err alone shall judge of 

thee ; 
We know that He who knew thy frame, is wise, and 

kind, and just, 
And mercy which is measureless may well demand our 

trust. 



^a i^t p^morji of |0Wpfer Cripp, (Sac 



O, GLOOMY land of shadows, 

Whose awfal king is Death, 
How at thy widening portals 

The vast crowd gathereth. 
Our hearts sink sad within ns, 

As day by day's decline 
Sees some beloved pass over 

To those drear shades of thine. 

Bat yesterday amongst us 

Was one with reverend head, 
Upon which earth and heaven 

United honours shed ; 
A man of sterling virtues, 

In thought and action just, 
Whoso sense of truth and honour 

Inspired our heaxta? deei^ tt\i«t. 



TO THE MEMORY OF J, CBTPPS, ESQ. 115 

A man who sternly battled 

With all he deemed was wrong, 
Un wavering and nndamited, 

In faith and patience strong. 
A life whose law was dnty 

Towards God and man the same, 
An upright, honest nature. 

Warmed by devotion's flame. 

We shall not soon forget him ! 

That mildly-solemn face 
Shall live in our remembrance 

When years have run their race. 
Ah, not in memory only 

Shall live that reverend form, 
But in our hearts' affections, 

For ever bright and warm . 

gloomy land of shadows, 

And Death, thou king of dread. 
Count not among your triumphs 

The one we mourn as dead. 
He died to earth and sorrow, 

He lives to God and bliss ; 
He died as die the righteous, 

In holy, trustful peace. 



116 TO THE MEMORY OF /. CBTPPS. ESQ. 

Ye do bnt hold the mortal ; 

The spirit fled afar, 
To dweU in brighter regions 

Where God's beloyed ones are. 
Is there whose soul desireth 

Such blessed end to meet ? 
O let him, haste to follow 

The track of those dear feet 



k 
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And art thou gone, my heart's dear joy ? had love like 
mine no power 

To save from suffering's bitter pang and death's all- 
conquering hour ? 

My life's sweet sunshine, art thou quenchedj and must 
I grope in gloom, 

And find the earth a lonesome place, bereft of light and 
bloom ? 

My pride, my peerless one, whose life I deemed so 

precious ever. 
Whose weal and blessedness I sought by every fond 

endeavour ; 
My princess, rightly wast thou named, for o'er my heart 

and soul 
Thou reignedst with a royal sway, a limitless control. 



118 THE HUSBANDS GRIEF, 

O, the world we twain have lived in, with its £Eur loye- 

lighted day, 
Of snch have poets dreamed and sung in many a tender 

lay; 

A world o'erhnng by purest skies, with daintiest 

blossoms spread. 
Our own dear world, whose golden shores no alien feet 

might tread. 

We twain have shared life's loftiest joys, have quaffed 

earth's purest founts. 
Together climbed the sunny heights — ^the muses' 

sacred haunts ; 
O, we have thrilled in concert o'e^ the best this earth 

affords, 
Have communed with the things that touch the spirit's 

finest chords. 

Alsis that death should come to one so nobly dowered 

as thee, 
Thou should'st have been like Hope, or Love, an 

Immortality. 
Ah whither do my plainings tend, I know thou couldst 

not die, 
I know thou livest evermore beneath some fairer sky. 



THE HUSBANiyS GRIEF. 119 

Thou art where pain can toncli thee not, and griefs may 

not assail, 
Where all pure hopes fruition win and all sweet joys 

regale; 
Thou dwellest with the dove-eyed Peace, secure from all 

alarms ; 
'Twas Life, not Death, that wooed thee hence, and won 

thee to its arms. 

Bright spirit, keep thy radiant home, 'twere wrong to 

wish thee back, 
I should rejoice that thy swift course hath left so fSeiir a 

track; 
I would resign my mourning so to meek submission's 

sway, 
And yield me to the Will Supreme that wiUeth right 

alway. 
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Thb rooms are decked and lighted, 

The boards abound with cheer, 
The music peals a welcome 

To all invited here. 
Gome sister, welcome brother, 

By generous feeling led, 
We'll welcome one another 

To the feast so gaily spread. 

A truce to care and labour, 

Let mirth prevail to-day. 
With pleasure's fairest roses 

We'll crown us while we may. 
A common cause hath bouud us 

In one rejoicing band. 
Hath mingled men and masters. 

Wise brain and working hand. 



A CELEBRATION, 121 ' 

We meet for celebration 

Of lofty plans wrought out, 
A noble pile completed 

In harmony throughout ; 
We hail the work accomplished, 

Admire its fitness rare. 
For strength combined with beauty 

Hath made the building fEiir. 

Here may the hand that's willing 

Find ever work to do ; 
Here may the earnest-hearted 

Work on with purpose true. 
May workers and employers 

Each for the other care, 
And in a generous spirit 

Each other's burdens bear. 

But now for mirth and music, 

Blithe dance and merry game, 
For young feet grow impatient. 

And who shall care to blame ? 
There is a time for laughter. 

E'en wisdom's voice hath said. 
So louder peal the music. 

The merry games be sped. 



S^OUQ. 



SwBBT Eaty was young, and had lovers enow, 
Who Yowed at her feet to be tender and true ] 
She flirted and laughed with them every one, 
And when weary of flirting she bade them begone. 

But at evening, when Eaty sat lone in her bower, 
She hung down her head like a storm-stricken flower, 
For she thought of a love that was true as the day, 
Which her lightness and folly had driven away. 

Pale grew her fair face as in sadness she cried, 
" Ah me, will he ever come back to my side ? 
Has my foolishness caused him for ever to flee. 
And injured the fond heart so faithful to me ? 



SONG. 123 

" I knew how he loved me, and thought he would bear 
Any treatment of mine, and be glad of the fare ; 
I laughed when he chided, and told him in jest, 
If such were his scruples, to part were the best. 

" He went at my bidding ; ah, did he but know 
How bitter my tears, and how frequent they flow, 
He would come back for pity, and never again 
Of my lightness and folly have cause to complain." 
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O, thebb's nothing sad in nature, 

All the live-long night and day, 
You may look, and you will never 

Fail to find her children gay. 
With a merry, merry carol. 

The wild birds wake the mom. 
The blackbird from the thicket, 

The skylark from the com. 
Then shall I be heavy-hearted 

When all the world is gay ? 
Let me carol with the wild birds. 

And be as blithe as they. 

And the winds are merry ever, 
From the zephyr to the gale. 

Upon tameless wings careering 
Over upland lawn and vale ; 



A MERRY MOOD. 125 

Softly, softly in the tree tops, 

Gaily, gaily o*er the grass, 
Wildly over heathy moorlands, 

Freely, whereso'er they pass. 
Then shall I be heavy-hearted 

When all the earth is gay ? 
Let me gladden with the wild winds. 

And be as blithe as they. 

And the brooks that thread the meadows, 

O, how free and happy they, 
Leaping, laughing, dancing ever 

In their careless, merry play ; 
Singing to the summer woodlands. 

In their ceaseless, childlike glee. 
Until every leaf is thrilling 

With the happy melody. 
Can I then be heavy-hearted, 

With the earth around so gay ; 
No, I'll seek the summer fountains. 

And be as glad as they. 



I 
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It was but a little word, 

Breathed in the softest tone, 
Which the quivering leaves above me heard, 

And the stars and I alone. 

Only a little word. 

Yet it changed the world for me, 
And deep in my bosom it touched a chord, 

Which answered in melody. 

A light broke over the sky, 

No fitful meteor glow. 
But a rosy flush, as when mom is nigh. 

For the waiting world Aiolo^. 



THE LITTLE WORD, 127 

O, I had waited long 

That one sweet word to hear, 
Had pleaded oft with a passion strong, 

Still hoping against my fear. 

From her own dear lips it came, 

Last night 'neath the broad elm's shade, 

And a strange new gladness thrilled my frame, 
And the ghost of miy fears was laid. 

Now she is mine, mine own, 

O, the world is an Eden bower, . 
I envy no monarch his vaunted throne, 

No princeling his golden dower. 



Sj^iptonrkjeir. 



" O, WELCOME mom, by whose light I see. 

On the near horizon's rim, 
Thy shores, fair land of the western sea. 

Arising, though faint and dim. 

" Now praised be our bark so swift and strong. 

That so safely us hath brought, 
And blessed be God, who hath guided us 

To the very spot we sought. 

" Sweet love of mine, in thy English home. 

Pining with anxious care, 
Good news with speed o'er the billow's foam 

To thee shall the free winds bear. 



SHIPWRECKED, 129 

" And now I would make thee a nest, my dove, 
In some bower of yon nearing shore. 

So sheltered by care, so warm with love, 
That no trouble should touch thee more." 

Alas for the hopes that sparkled so high, 
Eor the love with its wings aflame ; 

And alas for the maiden who pined at home 
For the tidings that never came. 

The ship was strong and the pilot true, 

And the land lay full in sight ; 
But a sudden fog came rolling in, 

And wrapped them in blackest night. 

On, on they drifted, through densest gloom, 

With never a guiding ray. 
Blindly, afar from their haven of hope, 
^ To where dangers and dark deaths lay. 

Silently on through the moveless fog, 

O Christ, in thy pity, save I 
The ship hath struck, and the brave hearts lie 

Low down 'neath the cruel wave. 



76. 
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Fast the twilight shadows 
Lengthen on the lea, 

And so swiftly, softly, 
Fly my thoughts to thee ; 

Unto thee, my own love. 
Still my life's one star, 

Thongh at home with angels 
In the lands afar. 

Bealms of mist and shadow 
Lie betwixt us twain ; 

Life can never be, love, 
Bright for me again. 



MINE OWN, 131 

See, the star-beams tendei*, 

Pierce the growing gloom, 
Making all the twilight 

Softer hues assmne. 

So, through night and shadow, 

To the far unknown. 
Fly my thoughts, like star-beams, 

Unto thee, mine own I 



THE END. 



LONDON: 

I'Rnrrio) bt williau clowes and sons, siamford stbkkt 

AND cuARiNo cnoa& 



i 



